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FOREWORD 


(^''LARENCE.    the    writer    of    nimble    topical 
verse    in    the    Central    Otago    News,    is    r 
discovery.    Up   till   now   he   has   preserved   the 
secret  of  his  identity  with  remarkable  success 
and  there  must  have  been  much  lively  specula- 
tion  among   Central   Otago   readers   as   to   who 
this    skilful    rhymer    with    such    an    uncanny 
knowledge  of  local  events  could  be.   A  golfer 
only  needed  to  make  himself  conspicuous,  and 
Clarence  sang  about  it;  a  fisherman  only  needed 
to  let  the  big  one  get  away,  and  there  it  was, 
the  whole  story,  in  black  and  white,  told  to  a 
joyous  lilt.  Clai'ence  again.  Was  it  any  wonder 
that  a  man  began  to  look  with  suspicion  at  his 
neighbour?  As  a  fellow  writer  of  verse  of  sorts 
I  admire  the  deftness  and  facility  with  which 
Mr  Fenwick  expresses  himself  in  rhyme.  He  is 
a  young  writer  who  should  go  a  long  way  with 
his  peculiar  gift  of  verse  making,  and  I  have 
no    doubt   that   Central   Otago   people   will    in 
future  years  be  able  to  look  w'ith  pride  on  his 
achievements,    for    I    am    confident    that    this 
work   is   but   a   beginning.    There   is   of   course 
verse    writing — and    verse    writing — but    Nick 
Fenwick's  verse  is  of  a  high  order.   It  is  not 
mere  writing  for  the  sake  of  achieving  a  rhyme; 
nor   is   it   a   mei'e   striving   after   effect.    Every 
stanza  sails  along  with  an  artful  lilt,  every  line 
scans,  and  every  poem  is  written  with  a  definite 
end  in  view.  That,  I  think,  is  one  of  the  secrets 
of    humorous    verse — there   must    be   the    sting 
in  the  tail,  the  poem  must  work  to  its  appointed 
end.     Nick     Fenwick     meets     these     demands 
perfectly.    For  these  reasons,   and   because  he 
has  a  natural  sense  of  humour,  and  what  is  just 
as  important  in  verse  writing,  a  word  sense,  I 
think  he  will  go  a  long  way  as  a  rhymer. 
F.  W.   G.  MILLER. 
Invercargill . 
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If  by  chance  you  should  glance  through  this  book 

Quite    idly    when    killing   some    time. 
Though  Reason's  there  too  if  you  look. 

The  motif  is  mainly   in  Rhyme. 
One  day  I'll  be  frightfully  clever. 

Through   muse   or   through   natural   growth, 
And  achieve  by  the  sternest  endeavour 

A  nice  combination  of  both. 


But   with   effort  in   poesy   goes 

A  licence  to  tamper  with   words: 
And  poets  as  everyone  knows 

Are    rather   peculiar   birds. 
Mere  words  when  you  juggle  and  fit    em 

Have   virtues   you'd   never  suspect: 
In.lnitives.    dull    till   you  split    em. 

Produce   quite   a  noble    effect. 


Catch  phrases  are  oddly  affi.xed 

To  rank  as  the  flower  of  wit: 
And  metaphors  like  to  be  mi.xed 

Though  purists  may  grumble  a  bic. 
And    then   you   may   draw    from    the    barrel 

Of   wit  from  the   loftier  ones  — 
I've   borrowed    from   Kipling   and   Carroll 

And    plundered    Gilbertian    puns. 


Whenever  a  scapegoat  I've   landed, 
I've  practised  the  scurviest  tricks: 
I've  never  to  politics  pandered 

And  doubtless  Ive  dropped  a  few  bricks. 
I've  laughed  at  the  Orchardist's  habits — 

At  femine  fashions  and  hats: 
I've   mused  on  the  Weather  and   Rabbits — 

On  Sitters  and  Suffering  Cats. 


A  measure  of  credit  I've  striven 

To  give  to  the  girls  On  the  March: 
While  others  to  anger  I've  driven 

And   backs  I've   detected   to  arch. 
Yet  never  of  mud  Im  a  slinger  — 

This  virtue  I  humbly  profess: 
I've  condoled  with  the  poor  starving  Winger 

And   felt  all  the   Golfer's  distress. 


I   pray,   as   the   happiest   sequel. 

Dear  Reader,   indulgently  read; 
If  my  joy   in  creating  you  equal. 

Why.  then,  you'll  be  lucky  indeed! 
I've  conjured  such  nonsense  in  season. 

Yet  ever  IVe  striven   in  time 
To  season  the  Rhyme   with  some  Reason. 

And  season  the  Reason  with  Rhyme. 
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Dear  Br  adman 

Dear  Bradman.  you're  back  in  Old  England,  I  hear; 

Why   don't  you   retire  to   your  business   career? 

You  should  be  in  Sydney,  where  business  is  slack^ — 

Your  partners    and   playmates   would  welcome    you   back. 

In   '38  Verity  vented  his  gloom; 

Now  poor  Douglas  Wright  is  awaiting  his  doom. 

Remember  poor  Bedser  last  year  in  the  heat, 

Disregarding  completely  the  corns  on  his  feet; 

Bill  Edrich.  who  shone  when  the  tension  was  worst, 

They're  marvelling  still   at   the   buttons  he  burst; 

And   Compton,   Jack   Ikin,   Bill  Voce   and  Smith,   too. 

Combined  in  attempting  to  quieten  you; 

But  Yardley  emerged  with  the  best  of  the  luck. 

Though  Bedser  once  diddled  you  out  for  a  duck. 

The  ashes  they  left  in  your  hands  for  a  while 

And   paid  their   respects   in   the   usual   style; 

They  thought  that  you'd  come  to  the  end  of  your  reign- 

At  forty  you'd  surely  not  plague   them  again. 

They  thought  you'd  retired;  you  should  have,  you  know. 

Your  aged  bones  creak;  your  reactions  are  slow; 

Your  seasickness,  too,  they  took  into  account — 

The  trials  of  the  voyage  you'd  never   surmount; 

But  still  you  are  back,  all  their  hopes  to  dispel. 

And  England's  best  bowlers  aren't  sleeping  too  well. 

Len  Hutton   uneasily  sits  on  his  throne. 

For  he  mightn't  long  have  a  record  to  own  — 

Though  three  sixty-four  in  a  test  isn't  bad, 

Thar's  little  security  na'  for  thee.   lad. 

Dear  Donald,  tread  lightly,  remem.bering  that 

Denis   Compton's   regarded   as   not   a   bad   bat. 

Remember  to  leave,  when  the  acid  test  comes. 

On  the  Englishmen's  platter  a  few  of  the  crumbs. 


Towards  a  Better  Edacation 

The  little  Alexandra  School, 

That  hallowed  place  of  learning. 
Of  teachers  disciplined   to  rule 

And  pupils  most  discerning, 
Has  through  the  years  contrived  to  grow- 
To  civic  pride  and  joy  although 
To  cater  for  the  overflow 

Some  anxious  thoughts  are  turning. 


It  seems  that  this  cid  school  must  boast 

Of    more    accommodation 
If  pupils  are  to  get  the  most 

From  modern  education. 
The  staff  must  grumble  like  the   deuce, 
For  surely  discipline  is  loose 
When  corridors  are  put  in  use 

To  ease  the  situation? 


The  mighty  Education  Board 

In  session  has  debated, 
And  order  soon  will   be  restored  — 

It's  not  so  complicated: 
For  twenty-six  thousand   pounds  it  s   planned 
To  see  some  graceful  buildings  stand. 
In  winter  gently  heated,   and 

In  summei'  ventilated. 

So  in  some  fifty  years  is  this 

Their  firm  determination 
To  see  a  noble  edifice 

Delight  the  generation. 
And  our  descendants    (bless  their  hearts  I, 
Before  the   century   departs 
Will  revel  in  the  finer  arts 

Of   better    education. 


e  New  Look 


Now   ladies  young,  and  ladies  eld. 
And  ladies  coy.  and  ladie.s  bold. 
Make  haste   to  do  as  you  arc   tola  — 

Parade  in  fashion's  New  Look. 
No  more  in  scanty  skirts  to  freeze. 
New  Look  will  your  discomfort  ease. 
Caress  your  calves  and  warm  your  knees. 

And  save  you  Irom   that  Blue  Lock. 


Ignore  the  peevish   boos  and  bahs 

Wiien  through  the  mocking  throng  you  pass. 

Just  pause  before   the  looking  glass  — 

Correct  that  all  askew  look. 
For  if  composure  you  retain. 
You  may  from  some  neglectful  swain 
Belated  recognicion  gain 

And    get    an   overdue   look. 


'Tis  said  (though  I'm  no  one  to  judge) 
That  lengthy  skirts  arc  hard  to  budge. 
It's  difficult  to  blithe-ly  trudge 

When  they've  that  slitt  and  New  Look. 
A  trap  for  the  unwary  here^ — 
A  trip  and  you'd  be  made,  it's  clear. 
A  silly  novice  to  appear. 

And  most  embarrassed  to  look. 


But  added  camouflage.   I  feci 

May  help  to  Nature's  faults  conceal, 

And  make  a  very  great  appeal 

If  slightly  bandy  you  look. 
For  legs  too  plump,  or  round,  or  square, 
Knock-kneed  or   rickety   and   spare 
Will   find  concealment  if  you  wear 

The  fully   fashioned   New  Look. 


You   bolder  types,   of  course,   who  find 
That  Nature  has  been   much   more  kind, 
Will  be  extremely  disinclined 

To   languish   in   the   New  Look. 
With   spirit  you'll   to   freedom  cling, 
Of  mutinous  rebellion  sing. 
And  cunningly  contri\'e   to  bring 

A  sly   "  Come  hither   you   "   look. 


But   let  the  controversy  sway — 
Men's  counsels  are  not  sought  to-day. 
'Tis  best  to  quite   impartial  stay. 

And  take  a  sidelong  \'iew  look. 
For  in  good   time.  I  have  no  doubt, 
All    those    who  stern    conventions   flout 
Will  climb  on  Fashion's  roundabout 

And  frolic  in  the  New  Look. 


Transport  Tribulations 

Our   patriotic   citizens   are   getting  pretty  hoarse 

From  straining  on  their  vocal  chords  with  such  Forensic  Force, 

Endeavouring  by  varied  means,  a  vital  source  to  tap. 

And  place  Otago  Central  more  or  less  upon  the  map. 

For  at  the  moment  in  the  dumps  dejectedly  we  lie. 

While  all  around  us  Nations  quake  and  time  goes  whizzing  by. 

An  antiquated   engine   plods   its  weary,  winding   way. 
And  visits  every  sleepy  siding  every  second  day. 
Heralding   its  coming  with   a  most  vindictive   blast. 
Though  but  a  faded  shadow  of  the  glory  of  the  past. 
Pursuing  its  unending  course  in  weather  fair  or  fine. 
With    coughs    and    snorts    and    trumpetings,    this    Relic    ox   the 
Line. 

But  now  cur  restless  populace  needs  something   up   tc   date, 

And  optimistic  souls  ha\"e  sought  assistance  from  the  State. 

To  beg  or  borrow,  steal  or  hire  an  aeroplane,  to  wit. 

In  hopes  of  making  city   lights  accessible   with   it. 

For  regular  air  services   to   us   are   suited   best  — 

A  fact  v^'hich  I  am  certain  has  been  strenuously  stressed. 

But  the  Government  has  scouted  our  suggestions  one  by  one  — 

Regretfully  informs  us  that  it  really  can't  be  done. 

They    have    a    plane    or    two    they    say,    but    none   to    spare 

for  us — 
We  still  must  travel   lo  and  fro  by  taxi,  train  or  bus. 
Such  treats  are  only  for  the  brightest  Brains  from  Overseas— 
For  politicians,   sundry   peers,  or  Personalities. 

The  favoured  few  can  flap  their  wings  and  flutter  where  they 

may. 
Why,  crops  of  fresh  celebrities  are  flying  every  day. 
Of  aircraft  for  our  Members  there  is  no  apparent  dearth. 
And  even  in  debate   they  never  seem  to  come  to  earth. 
While   visiting   sopranos  often   hasten   through   the   air. 
For  they  achieve  their  highest  notes  while  practising  up  there. 

And  so,  Otago  Centralites,  we  must  pull  up  our  socks. 
And  make  a  mighty  effoit  to  remove  the  stumbling  blocks. 
We'll  make  complacent  cousins   in   the   seething   city  s  heart 
Look  to  their  faded  laurels  with  an  apprehensive  start. 
But  to  provide   the   answer,  with   regret.   1   r.iust  decline  — 
Solution   I   will  have   to   leave   to  better  brains  than  mine. 


Skouts  are  Out 
or 

A  Metanckoly  Drinking  Song 

Shouts   are  out! 
They  re  in   Dunedin   banished. 

Shouts  are  out! 
The  courtesy  has  vanished. 

Pro.lt   margins   show   reductions  — 

Barmen  have  received  instructions  — 

There  v.ill  certainly  be  ructions 
When  the  story  gets  about 
That  shouts  are  out. 


Shouts   are   out! 
It  isn't  economic, 

Shouts  are  out! 
Effects  will  be  atomic. 

Rising  costs  of  wholesale  liquor 

Brought  along   the   crisis  quicker; 

Now   the  mildest  men  will  bicker, 
And  will   throw   their  weight  about 
Now  shouts   are   out. 


Shouts  are  out! 
In   poor   decayed   Dunedin, 

Home,   no  doubt. 
For  discontent  to  breed  in. 

Third  drinks  will  not  now  be  noted 

As  a  sign  to  gi^"e  the  bloated 

Alcoholic  his  devoted 
Customary  barman  s  shout. 
Now  shouts  are  out. 


Shouts   are   out! 
But  barmen  best   be  wary 

When  in  doubt. 
Interpretations  vary. 

General  shouts  no  doubt  are  outed, 

Put  the  rule  may  oft  be  flouted  — 

Elasticity's  undoubted 
When  the  bookie  is  about, 
Though  shouts  are  out. 


Shouts  are   out! 

In  poor  Dunedin  city. 
Shouts  are   out! 

It  s   really   such   a   pity. 

I  hope  they  keep  this  business  local 
Every   loyal    country    yokel 
Will   become  extremely  vocal 

If   it's   rumoured  hereabout 

That  shouts  are  out. 


Joe  the  Politician 


Joe   Louis   packed    a   mighty    punch. 
He  loved    to   feel   the   juicy   crunch 
Of   impact,   Though   I  have   a   hunch 

His    pleasure    was    artistic. 
When  quaking  pugs  opposed  him.  he 
Would  quickly  end   their  misery  — 
His  motives  were,  it  seems  to  me. 

Humane    and    altruistic. 

Despite   these   kindly  thoughts,   it's   clear. 
Did.  Joe  a  rampant  rogue  appear; 
Results,  of  course,  were  quite  severe. 

And   often   devastating. 
No  smile   would   ever   touch   his   lips. 
But  when  he  got  his  man  to  grips. 
With  hooks  and  upper  cuts  and  rips 

He'd  soon  be  operating. 

Brave  men  like  Schmclling  and  McCoy. 
And  Conn,  Galento,  and  Godoy, 
Served  only   to   the   Champ,  annoy  — 

They  soon  had  cause  to  rue  it. 
But  time  has  brought  the  Bomber  woe, 
For  on  his  pins  he's  getting   slow- 
He   took   in  taming   Jersey   Joe 

Eleven   rounds  to  do  it. 


The  writing  then  wiis  on  the  wall  — 
To   retirement   he   would    surely    crawl. 
But  no,   he'll  come  back  after  all- 
He's  still  in  good  condition. 
He   can't   subdue   the    fighting    urge  — 
Within  his  heart   'twill  ever  surge. 
For    Joe    quite    shortly    will   emerge 
A    party    politician. 


Now  party  chiefs  of   every  sort 
Are  clamouring  for  Joe's  support. 
But  Joe  is  still  engrossed  in  thought- 
He's  yet  to  make  his  mind  up. 
Before  he  leaps.  Joe   likes  to  pause  — 
Precipitancy    he    abhors  — 
Respective  mcriis  of  each  cause 
All  mentally  are  lined  up. 


So  Mr.  Truman,  best  beware  — 
Your  presidential  margin's  bare, 
Twould  vanish  into  empty  air, 

With   Joe  in   opposition. 
And  Mr.   Dewey,  all   your  hopes 
May  come  out  with  you  through  the   ropes, 
A  poor  look  out  for  him  who  copes 

With  Joe  the  Politician. 


Wanted:  Sitters 


Wanted:   Sitters;  iiny  sitters; 
Are  you  one  who  idly  fritters 
Time  away?  Don't  get  the  jitters, 
Chance  for  darners  and  for  knitters. 

Do  a  little  sitting  do  — 

Sit  and  earn  a  bob  or  two. 
Guard    the   neighbour's    fractious   nippers, 

Ease  parental  strain  and  care. 
Lounge  at  ease  in  carpet  slippers  — 

Anytiiing  you  like  to  wear. 
Though   no  labour   will  e.xert  you. 

Serve  your  energy  to  tax, 
Yours   the   joy  of  conscious  virtue. 

As  contented  you  relax. 
Gladly  Ma  will  vanish,  is  it 

Any   wonder  she  departs? 
Pa  will  pay  the   pub  a  visit- 
Have  a  little  game  of  darts. 
Though  your  watch  and  ward  you  re  keeping 
Over  infants  gently  sleeping, 
Trouiile   you  may  still   be  reaping  — 
Into  action  you'll  be  leaping 

When  the  baby  craves  attention 

From  a  cause  1  needn't  mention. 


Be   your   patience   exercising  — 
Though  perhaps  not  appetising 
And  indeed   demoralising 
It  is  really  not  surprising. 

Babies  of  a   tender   age 

Are  at  quite  a  trying  stage. 
Handle   then   the   situation 

With  discretiton  and   with   tact; 
Don't  give  way  to  agitation  — 

With   decision   you  must   act. 
To  the  crisis  you'll  be  equal- 
Common  sense    will   pull    you    through. 
Benefits  you'll  gain  in  sequel — 

Good   experience   for   you. 
If  you're   good  you'll   be   to  supper 

Treated   when   your   vigil's  done; 
Quaff  the   satisfying   cupper. 

Graciously  accept   a  bun. 
While  Mama  is  thanks  extending 
Be   reli'ef   with   triumph   blending. 
Then   your  homeward  way   be   wending 
(Which   is  quite   the  happy  ending) 

You  will   be   the  lucky  one. 

With  wisdom  gained  and  duty  done. 


Tke  StarvLng  Winger 


The  Rugby  winger  nowadays 
Is  showing  signs   in  lots   of  ways 
Of   getting  quite  dejected- 
He's  woefully  neglected. 
His  gallant  heart  is  sore  and  vx'ealed. 
He  longs  to  hurtle  down  the  HAd 
In   frenzied   animation  — 
To  Hell   with   combination! 


Now  discontent  has  taken  toll: 
The  iron  is  entering  his  soul^ — 

Some  help  he's  badly  needing. 

He  must  have  better  feeding. 
He   really   is   a   needy   case. 
Observe   his   melancholy    face  — 

His  deep  disconsolation, 

His   sorry   situation. 


He'll   gallop  round  with   all   the  rest 

At  practices   witii   zeal  and   zest, 
And   yet  in  needle  matches 
The   eye  he  seldom  catches. 

Yet  ever   hopefully   he   lurks. 

A   little   cog   among    the   works, 
'Which  cries   aloud   for  action 
"Without   much    satisfaction. 


Mayhap  among  the   gazing  crowd 

His  girl  friend  watches,  fond  and  proud. 

With    \'igil    unabating 

She  s   watching,   hoping,   waiting. 
Yet  surreptitious  tears  arc  shcd^ 
If  she  could  only  see  him  fed 

Her  sorrow    'twould   be   halving  — 

Alas,   her  winger's  starving. 


He    plays    a    noble   part,    it's   true, 
'When  there  is  throwing-in  to  do. 
But   though   he  s  quite   proficient 
He  thinks   it  insufficient. 
He  wanders  up  and  down  the  .flanks 
And  ne\er  gets  applause  or  thanks  — 
He'd  greet  with   rare  affection 
A  pass  in  his  direction. 


This  vital  link  on  end  of  chain 
Is  treated  almost  with  disdain. 

His    ego   discontenting. 

As  he  is  left  lamenting. 
I  beg  of  all  you  inside  men 
To  do  a  favour  now  and  then: 

I'm  not  of  mud  a  slinger. 

But— feed  that  starving  winger. 


shopping  Bag  Near  it  is 


The  women   up   North,  it  is  stated. 

Are  cross  and   they   won't  be   placated  — 

Their  arms   are   all  aching 

AnJ  throbbing  and  breaking  — 
No  wonder   they're  quite   agitated. 
M'lady  has  badly  been  bitten   — 
She's  helpless   and   weak  as  a  kitten. 

The  doctors   agree 

It's  as  bad  as  could  be. 
For  with  Shopper's  Neuritis  she's  smitten. 


Though  fim  all  the  cynics  are   poking. 
It's   hardly   a   matter   for  joking — 

An  arm  in  a  sling 

Is    a   hampering    thing, 
And  certainly  very  provoking. 
If  she  brings  her  sound  arm  into  action 
It  doesn't  help  matters  a  fraction  — 

As  might   be  expected 

It.   too,   gets  affected. 
And  serves  to  increase  her  distraction. 


The  local  wives  know  they  are  lucky, 
They  say:  "  Northern  women  be  plucky^ — 

Such   bother  we're  spared. 

Husbands  here    are    prepared 
To  carry  our  packages,   Ducky!   ' 
d>ur  virtues  thus  publicly  stated. 
'Vv^ith  pleasure  and  pride  we're  inflated  — 

It's   easily  seen 

That  our  uses  have   been 
In   the   past,   very   mucli    underrated. 


Let's  hope,  to  ax'oid  any  friction. 
Our  wives  will  evade   this   affliction  — 

They'd  feel  the  disgrace 

If  it   ever  should   place 
On  their  movements  an  irksome  restriction. 
So  that  of  the   subject   disposes. 
And  timely  this  doggerel  closes  — 

I'd  be  to  all   folk 

An  unbearable  bloke 
If  I  suffered  verse-monger's  neurosis. 


No  Bottles,  Please 


Alas,  they've  deemed  it  best  to  fix 
A  ban  upon  all  monkey  tricks. 

Which  migJTt  incense  the  audience 
Which  gathers  at  the  Flicks. 
On   every   hand    the    blow  must   fall, 
For  bottles  large  and  bottles  small. 

Of  every  sort  are  banned;   in  short, 
Thev  re  not  allowed  at  all. 


Of  late,  high  drama  on  the  .",;:rocn 
Completely  marred  and  spoilt  h?.s  b?cn  — 

Did  bottles  smtish  and  clink  and  crafli 
In  quarters  quite  unseen. 
But  now  the  nuisance  has  to  stop: 
No  more  we'll  hear  those  bottles  drop 

They  must  not  sink  with  muted  clink. 
Or  even   lightly  plop. 


Picked  m-jn  with  piercing  gimlet  eyes 
Intending   patrons  scrutinise. 

No  one  will  chance  that  gimlet  glance 
If   he    is    worldly   wise. 
Foolhardy  one.  you'd  best  reflect 
And  treat  this  law  with  due  respect. 

Or  else  your  sin  w-ill  land  you  in 
The    "  Cooler,  "  I  expect. 


Though   bottles  now  are  not  allowed 
To  incommode  a  picture  crowd. 

At  times  I  must  display  disgust 
I'm  not  completely  cowed. 
And  for  this  cause  of  women's  swoons 
Who  quavers  o'er  his  sickly   tunes. 

This  critic  begs  for  ancient  eggs 
To   throw,   when   Frankie   croons. 


Though  quite  a  law-abiding  sort. 
At  times  I  find  my  temper's  sh«rt; 

In  sloppy  scenes  my  fancy  leans 
Towards   a   scornful   snort. 
At  times  I  feel  I'd  like  to  boo. 
But  such  a  course  I'd  surely  rue. 

For  Id  annoy  some  who  enjoy 
The  stuff   they're   ploughing   through. 


But  .shapely   curves   in   scant  disguise 
Will  scill  be  scanned  with  ogling  eyes. 

And  whistles  shrill  for  ever  will 
Compete   with   w'olf-like   cries. 
But  growl  or  snort  or  whistle  shrill. 
Express  displeasure  as  we  will. 

When  tension's  high  we'll  have  to  try 
To  keep  those  bottles  still. 


Test  //[Qtch  Reftections 


We're  feeling  rather  better  now. 

The   tension  is  removed, 
It's  really  quite  amazing  how 

Our    tempers    have    improved; 
The  languid  eye  moic  keenness  shows, 

Fatigue  is  put  to  rout. 
The  appetite  still  stronger  grows, 

And   cheeks  are   filling  out. 


Time  was  when  weary,  pale  and  wan 

( From  m.emory  I  recoil ) . 
We  watched  time  plodding  slowly  on. 

While   bending   to  our   toil. 
And   wondered  whether  Compton  could 

Retrieve    that   dreadful   start, 
Or    whether  Lindwall's   venom    would 

Compel  him   to  depart. 


Would  Evans  come   to  light  again. 

And  bravely  stop  the  rot? 
Would  stubborn  Bedser  long  remain 

To  foil  a  Bradrnan  plot? 
Or  would   capricious  Fate   decree 

That  rain  should  stop  the  play. 
Dispelling    all    the   hopes   that   we 

Had    cherished    through   the    day? 


Through  Tre.pt  Bridge,  Lord's.  Old  Trafford,  Leeds 

The  panorama  passed, 
Of  great  events  and  stirring  deeds, 

The  memory   will   last: 
Then  on  the  Oval  Bradman  strolled, 

While   thousands  wished   him  luck. 
He  took  his  guard  and  then  was  bowled 

By  Hollies  for  a  duck. 


Enthralled,    we    listened,    plunging    all 

Our  hearts  into  the   fray  — 
This   rousing  clash  of   bat   and   ball. 

Twelve   thousand   miles  away; 
But  now  contented   we   relax. 

And  act  like  sober  men. 
Each  night  to  bed  we  make  our  tracks, 

At  half-past  nine  or  ten. 


Although  we   never   greet   the   dawn 

As  cocks  do   (so  they  say). 
W^e  tumble  out  of  bed  each  morn. 

With   rather   less   dismay; 
No  more   we  stagger,   frail   and   worn. 

To  bed  at  close  of  play. 
To  say  in  accents  most  forlorn. 

"  We've  got  to  work   to-day!   " 


II 


Calling  All  Golfers 


Harken.  Golfers!   Duty's  calling! 
Into  line  you  must  be  falling — 
Certain  things  need  overhauling 

In  the  Club,  they  say: 
There's  a  Paddy's  Market  pending. 
Which   in  scope  will  be  extending 
Opportunities   for   spending 

Seldom  seen  to-day. 


Funds   must    somehow    be    collected  — 
Renovations   are   projected. 
And  a  new  Club  House  erected 

Would  look  rather  nice. 
There  s  a  new  one  contcm.plated  — 
Fresh  ideas  incorporated. 
'Stead   of   those  dilapidated 

Walls  that  now  suffice. 


Golfer  s  wives,  this  proposition 
Will  improve  your  sad  condition; 
Here   at  last  is  recognition 

Of  your  sorry  plight. 
If   to  golf  you  re  not  addicted. 
Though   with   husbands   so   afflicted. 
This  new  building  as  depicted 

Should  your  hearts  delight. 


If  you  think  it's  much  more  bracing 
Chatting    pleasantly   than   chasing 
Bounding    balls   and   clods   replacing. 

This   will    hearten    you; 
When   outside   it's  cold    and   raining. 
Warm   and   dry   you'll   be    remaining. 
While    the   idiots    are    straining 

Nerves  and  tempers,  too. 


Damning,    blasting    and    tut-tutting  — 
Fiercly  driving,  sternly  putting  — 
Eyes   at  impact  tightly  shutting 

With  a  silent  prayer; 
Onward  plodding,   never   stopping- 
Hooking,   pulling,  slicing,   topping  — 
Into  ditch  and  bunker  popping  — 

Nestling  snugly   there. 


But    pavilionwards    proceeding. 
How  they'd  joyfully  be  speeding  — 
Naught  of  day's  disasters  heeding - 

Comforts  lie   ahead. 
So   to-morrow   congregating 
Watch   the   funds   accumulating. 
Golfers'   lot   alleviating, 

All  discomfort  shed. 


7/ie  Rabbit  Crisis 


Brer  Rabbit  thinks  of  Walter  Nash 

With   genuine   affection. 
And  hopes  he'll  tinker  with  the  cash 

For  many  an  election. 
Each  rabbit  in  its  hunting  ground. 

So  rabbiters   will   tell  you. 
Is  tickled  pink  to  see  the  pound 

On  par  with  sterling  value; 
The  hue  and  cry  is  stopping 
As  skins  in  price  are  dropping, 

And  right  throughout  the  countryside 

The   menace   is   intensified. 

The  milky  doe  who's  wont  to  breed 

With   such    determination. 
Full  well  she  knows  her  young  won't  need 

To    fear   extermination; 
And  she  anticipates  the  day 

She  11   be  a  great  grandmother. 
With   millions   of   her  kin   at   play. 

Each   looking   like   the   other; 
And  free  from  interference 
By  hated  man's  appearance, 

Quite   unmolested   she   will  reign 

Among   the  hills  of  her  domain. 

When  harmless  in  a  rabbit  hutch 

No  one  objects  to  rabbits. 
But  wilder  ones  e.xhibit  such 

Ungentlemanly    habits! 
They  thrive  on   fodder  for  the  sheep 

Without   a   "  Beg   your  Pardon  "; 
They  snoop  around  while  we're  asleep 

And  gambol  in  the  garden. 
For   ever   they're   reverting 
To   tactics   disconcerting. 

As  swarming  hordes  their  ranks  deploy 

To  menace,   plunder  and   destroy. 

South  Africans  are  rather  blue. 

With    racial   strife   encumbered — 
By  ratio  of  ten  to  two 

The  whites  are  far  outnumbered; 
But  we  no  better  off  appear— 

The   thieving   rabbit  villain 
Abounds  in  teeming  millions  here 

In  slumbering   Noo  Zillin. 
They  harass  us  and  fret  us 
And  gobble  up  our  lettuce: 

My  book  I'll  put  upon  the  shelf, 

And  go  and  set  some  traps  myself. 


V 


^ 


Suffering  Cats 


September's  here,  and  all   the  cats 
Are  loath  to  leave  their  fireside  mats, 
For   household  cats  of  every  sort 

Are  overwrought: 
This  month  has  brought  them  anxious  thought. 

They're  glum,   and  that's 
A  most  unusual  state  for  cats! 


The  reason  is  not  far  to  seek: 
Of  fire  pot  smoke  they  crossly  speak. 
They  feel  that  of  this  frightful  stuff 

They've  had  enough: 
The  going's  tough:   they've   got   the   huff! 

Each  frosty  week 
Their  coats  are  never  really  sleek: 
When  soot  and  grime  is  in  their  fur 
Disgruntled   cats   will  never   purr! 


To  avoid  offence  all  cats  are  keen  — 
They're  all   for  personal   hygiene! 

Of  happy  courtship  in  the  Spring 

They  used  to  sing. 
But  now  B.O.  has  brought  them  woe; 

Full  well  they  know 
It  ruin  spells  when  Pussy  smells! 


They  wash   themselves  twelve   times  a  day. 
But  still   the  odour  seems  to   stay: 

They  spit  and  polish,   fume  and  fret 

Till  quite  upset 
Their  stomachs  get:  I've  never  met 

The  cat  as  yet 
Which   could   digest  without  protest 
A  dinkum  oily  residue- 
How  could  they  be  expected  to? 


On   patience  they   have   lost  their   grip 

And  one  and  all   they've  got  the  pip. 

It   doesn't   matter   if   they   be 

Quite   mongrely 
And  wild  and  free,  or  pedigree; 

With   anger  rare 
They   all   declare  it  isn't   fair! 


Now  cats,  like  all  self  centred  sorts. 
Delight  in  thinking  catty  thoughts: 

All   things   which  may   a   grudge   comprise 

They  criticise! 
For  years  they've  hissed  the  orchardist 

Who  will   persist 
In   lighting   pots  in  frosty  spots: 
A   dreadful   crime!    Alas,   it's   true 
That  humans  can  be  catty,  too! 


Tke  Weatker  Report 


Has  anyone  news  of  the   Weather  Report? 

(The    "  Forecast  "    is   quite    a   nii.snomer) 
I  missed   it  to-day;   I'm   upset   and  distraught  — 

My   feehngs   have   quite   an   aroma. 
I  blame  myself  solely  — I  should  have   made  surer: 
His  accents  were  charming^ — was  ever  speech  purer! 
Yet  ere  he  arrived  at  the  Coast  of  Kaikoura. 

Id  lapsed  in  a  sort  of  a  coma. 


He  started   at  Auckland   and  slowly  worked  down 
All  standards  of  brevity  scorning: 

He  paused  at  each  Junction  and  likely  sized  town 
To  report  and  to  issue  a  warning. 

Waikato.    Waitomo  —  he   slowly    passed   through. 

And  gave  Taranaki   a  lengthy   review — 

But  when  he  had  finished  with  Manawatu 

Twas   then   that .  I   found  myself  yawning. 


I  pulled  myself  up  with  a  start  and  a  jerk — 

Concentration  I  felt  I  was  losing: 
My  listening  vigil  I  didn't  dare  shirk 

Or   lapse   into  vacuous  musing. 
But  try  as  I  might  I  committed   that   blunder — 
My  act  as  the  acme  of  folly  must  number: 
The   border  I  crossed   from   repose  into  slumber — ■ 
Right  soon  I  was  peacefully  snoozing. 


A   scheme   I've  evolved   which    provides   an   escape 

From   the   bane   of   our  Southern   position: 
Could  they  start  from   the  Bluff  and  work  North   to  the  Cape 

When    they   broadcast    the   Weather   Edition? 
If  ever  perchance   the  old   methods  they're  scrapping. 
If  they  could   adopt  this  new  course   that  I'm  mapping, 
Then  fellows  like  me  would  be  seldom   caught  napping — 

Lets  send   them   an  urgent  petition! 


So   tell   me.    you    fortunate   Listener,    pray 
Can  you  lighten  the  dark  situation? 

I  missed   the   report   en    the   weather   to-day 
And   I'm  seething  with   great  irritation. 

The  whole  of  the  story  I'll  woo  and  I'll  win  it; 

I   dropped   off  to  sleep  in   that   vital   last   minute, 

And  now  I've  no  notion  what  mes.sage  was  in  it — ■ 
Can   anyone   give   information? 


On  the  Aiarck 


Who'd   be  cur  armcii.'-  cracking 
By  saying  Culture's  lacking. 

When  marching  girls 

With  streaming  curls 
Manoeuvres  are  attacking? 
Defying  windy   bluster 
In  evenings  do  they  muster. 

And  thus  bedeck 

The  shabby  Rec. 
In  interesting  cluster. 


They've   had   their   tribulations 
When    other    combinations 

Have    had    the    cheek 

To  make  them  seek 
For  truce   negotiations. 
When    cricketers    cat-calling 
Sent    peril    round    them    falling 

Declared  they  all 

Each    cricket    ball 
Had  hardness  quite  appalling. 


It  must  have  been  unnerving, 
Yet  never,   never   swerving. 

They   didn't   flinch 

A  single  inch. 
Their  ordered  ranks  preserving. 
With  set  determined  faces 
Those  girls  went  through  their  paces; 

With  heads  erect 

And  supple  necked 
They  never  lost  their  places. 


It   likewise   caused   distraction 
When   bandsmen   were   in   action — 

That    band    would    get 

Them  out  of  step 
And   gave   no  satisfaction. 
Yet  laurels  have  evaded 
That  local  band  paraded; 

They  re  ranked   as    '  C 

And  bow  the  knee 
To  girls  who    "A"   are  graded. 


Their    energies    exerting. 
All    critics   disconcerting. 

In  blue  and  white 

They  make  a  sight 
That's   certainly   diverting. 
They  make  our  pulses  tingle 
And    itch    to   intermingle— 

Oh.   who  would  court 

An   errant   thought 
And    wish    th;'.t   ho   was  single? 


A   Fruity  Philosophy 


Oh.  let  us  reflect  for  a  while 

(If  time  will   permit  of   the   lapse) 
On   man   and   his  methods   and   style  — 

In   particular,   orchardist  chaps. 
Throuyh   nights   of   disturbance   and   trial 

They   fought   with   their  oil  and   their  pots — 
The  thoughts  they  expressed  would  be  chronicled  best 

By  a  sequence  of  dashes  and  dots. 


Fresh   fire  pots  and  fuel  they   bought. 

A  vigil  uncejising   they  kept: 
With  fury  in  darkness  they   fought. 

Exhausted   in   daylight   they   slept. 
To  keep  up  their  peckers  they  sought 

With  doses  of   whisky   and   rum, 
For  they  counted  no  cost  in  that  fight  with  the  frost 

For  each  apricot,   cherry  and  plum. 


And  yet  their  behaviour  just  now 

No  lunatic   antics  could   dwarf; 
These  orchardist  fellows  I  vow 

Are  pulling  the  plurry  things  off! 
When  they'd  counted  the  fruit  on  each  bough 

They  found  they  had  more  than  enough, 
So  up  ladders  they're  shinning,  and  damme  they're  thinning 

As  if  they're  despising  the  stuff. 


It's  true  they  are  leaving  a  few 

To   in  size   and  maturity   gain; 

What  then  will  those   fruitgrowers  do? 
They'll  rip  off  the   few   that  remain! 

No  plum   can   escape   from   their  view- 
By  cowering   under  a  leaf  — 

Some  palate  to  sweeten  it's  bound  to  be  eaten— 
It's  spell  of  maturity's  brief. 


This  harvest  of  promising  fruit 

Will   sooner  or   later   be  dust — 

It's  a   fact  that  no  one  can  refute. 

Though  it  seems   unprovoked   and  unjust. 

We  wouldn't  be  caring  a  hoot. 

But  that's  what  will  happen  to  us; 

When  we're  ripe  and  mature  we  will  all  be  manure- 
Still,  it's  useless   to  kick  up  a   fuss. 


A  sorry  reflection,  I'm  sure. 

On  the  folly  of  man  and  his  works; 
In  the  end  we  will  all  be  manure. 

Destruction  unceasingly  lurks. 
If  you  reason  like  this  you'll  agree 

That  there's  really  no  hope   for  the  race: 
The  prospects  are  bad:  let's  agree  to  be  sad— 

The    world's   a   discouraging    place. 


Music  In  the  Orchard 


The  Spring  has  passed;  it's  Cherry  Time  — 

The  harvest  is  in  view: 
The  Blackbird's  making  merry  time, 

With  fun  for  Sparrows,  too. 
For  though  he's  oft  a  surly  bird. 
The  really  bright  and  early  bird 
Becomes  a  big   and  burly  bird. 

Who's  wont  tc  bill  and  coo. 


The  problem  of  his  plundering 

Has   been   a   question   ve.xed; 
Now   residents   are    wondering 

Just  what  will  happen  next. 
A  new  device  is  known  to-day 
In  early  morn   to  moan  to-day^ — 
A  screeching  microphone  to-day 

Has  got  those   birds   perplexed. 


This  microphone's  ferocity 

Makes   every   Sparrow   brood: 

It's  timbre  and  velocity 

With    deep   distate   is   \  iewcd. 

Small   wonder  he's   a  snaky   bird. 

A   jittery   and  shaky   bird  — 

Not  now  a  belly  achey  bird. 
it's  put  him  oif  hij  food. 


This  cry   of  wild  despair  to-d;;y 

Is   very   often   heard: 
"  Sinatra's   on  the  air   to-day- 
Disaster  has  occurred!  " 
They  rise  in  startled  iiocks  to-day- 
No  peace  in  cherry  blocks  to-day— 
They've  got  some  frightful  shocks  to-day 
To  blight  the  early  bird. 


The  sound  is  heard  a  mile  away 

Inhabitants  contend: 
The  waking  hours  to  while  away 

And  sleeping  hours  to  rend. 
W^hen  Gracie's  notes  ascend  the  air, 
And  Crosby's  accents  rend   the  r.ir. 
Then  how  are  we  to  mend   the  air. 

When  all  tb.c  echoes  end? 


But  will  it  have  a  lasting  spell.^ 
They  may  get  used  to  Bmg! 

Then  birds  will  cease  their  fasting  spell 
And    chirp,    and    blithely    sing. 

Those  birds  will  sing    "  Tweet  tweet  to-day 

If  we're   to   be   replete   to-day. 

This  music  while  we  eat  to-day 
Is    really  just    the    thing." 


In-Lav/'lhs 


The  medical  profession 

Have  their  problems,  I  suppose. 
Cause  of  illness  or  depression 

To  detect  and   diagnose. 
And  yet  it  must  be  noted 

They  acknowledge  that  its  vital 
To  put  all  patients  at  their  ease. 
And   give  to  every  new  disease 

A  reassuring  title. 

And  now  it  must  be  stated 

That  they've  triumphed  once  r.gain; 
For   condition   complicated 

They  have   found   a  proper  name. 
That  diagnostic  epic 

Known  as  "  chopping  Bag  Neuritis  " 
Must  now  be  deemed  as  merely  quaint, 
Since  they  have  round  this  new  complaint 

That  s  known   as      !n-Law-Itis.  " 

It's  quite  a  simple  story  — 

No  translation   it  should  need; 
That  it's  self  explanatory 

Even  laymen  will  concede. 
Any  couples  linked  in  marriage 

May  be  subject  to  infection 
When  they're  forced  to  dwell  with  Ma's  in-law, 
And  petty  grievances  they  store 

In  fairly  large  collection. 

This  illness  that's  prevailing 

Can  be  likened  to  the    flu. 
When  young  wives  are  sick  and  ailing 

And  their  husbands  suffer,   too. 
Each   doctor   or   physician 

(If  it's  data   he   collects) 
Will   declare   that   nerves  arc  shot  to   bits — 
Recurring   bouts  of  fainting  fits 

Are   typical   effects. 

This  life  as  we  grow  older 

Does   more  complicated    grew. 
What  with     "  Strap   Hanger's   Shoulder  " 

And  "Accelerator  Toe." 
Then   there's     "  Beer   Drinker's   Elbov.-   " 

And  "  Writer's  Cramp  "  to  blight  us; 
"  Stiff  Collar  Neck  "   is  also  felt. 
But  this  is  far  below  the  belt— 

A  plague  on    "  In-Law-ItisI 


i^l 


The  Great  Invasion 


For  city  dwellers,   time  to  pack, 
To  stuff  into  the  haversack 

Those   stocks  of  chocs 
And   ice  cream  blocks 
They  vc   sa\"ed    for    this   occasion. 
Equipped  with  food  in  tins  and  cans. 
With  goods  and  ch^ittcls.  pots  and  pans. 
They  come  in  cars  and  caravans 
To  start  the  great  invasion. 

Their   firm   intention,    it   is  said. 
To  paint  the  town  a  bright,  bright  red: 
They'll  cite  as  pearls 
Our   pretty   girls 
Who  grow  in  such  profusion; 
And  courting  couples  after  dark 
Will   cram  the   benches   in  the   Park. 
The  old  habitues  to  nark. 

And   end   their   sweet   seclusion. 

In  thirsty  swarms  to  pubs  they  11  flock: 
Disgruntled,  they'll  at  six  o  clock 
Retire  in   force, 
For  here,   of   course. 
We  re  very   law  abiding: 
Newcomers  at  the  local  Flicks 
Will   drop  their  bottles   and   their  bricks, 
Though   all  who  perpetrate   such   tricks 
Perforce   must   stay   in  hiding. 

Each  blue   eyed  blonde   will  travel   far 
In  a  pair  of  knickers  and  a  bra: 
When    little    serves 
To    drape    her    curves 
Why  make   life   any  harder? 
And  some  there'll  be  who'll  plot  and  plan 
To  bring  to  heel  elusi\"e  man  — 
Judicious   use  of   bottled   tan 

May  help  to  stir  his  ardour. 

And  men  will  sport  such  plumage  rare 
To  fill  the  Rustics  with  despair. 
As   Bills   and   Berts 
In   spotted  shirts 
Enhance  the  local  colour; 
Accordions   and   flutes  will    play. 
Mouth   organs   on    the    air    will  bray^ — 
For   they  11   be   here   on  holiday — 
No  sense  in  being   duller. 

So  give  to  all  a  welcome  then: 
Let's  hope  for  sunny  days,  and  when 
They   pack   their  cans 
And   pots   and   pans 
We'll  deem  it  such  a  pity: 
Though  some  there  II  be  at  times  like  this 
Who'll    quit    this    mad    metropolis 
In  search  of  solitary  bliss 
In    some    secluded    citv. 


Tke  Flsker maris  Story 


When  I  saw  him   rise   I   blinked   my   eyes 

At  the  mighty  swirl  of  the  water, 
Then  as  down  he  dove.  I  said,   "  By  Jove, 

There  goes  a  regular  snorter!  " 
So  a   big   red  fly  I  decided   to  try 

To  see  if  it  would  tempt  him  — 
With  him   in  the   bag   I  could   really   brag 

And  no  one   could   say  Id   dreamt  him. 


'Twas  a  perfect  night  with  a  bright  moonlight 

And  the  friendly  ripples  flowing 
And   lapping   past   to  prevent  each  cast 

From   its    tell-tale    traces    showing. 
And   the  cast  I  made  was  smoothly  laid 

And  cunningly  calculated, 
For  I  saw  it  drop  with  a  gentle   plop. 

On  the   spot  I'd  contemplated. 


When  he  rose  I  struck,  then  I  blessed  my  luck, 

For  I  knew  at  once  I'd  hooked  him. 
And  I  thought  with  glee  of  the  feast  there  d  be 

When  at  breakfast  time  I'd  cooked  him; 
But   my   screaming    line   was   the  surest   sign 

That  lor  long  Id  have  to  play  him  — 
W^hen  his  revels  ceased  twenty  pounds  at  least 

Would  he  show  when  I  could  weigh   him. 


Twas  a  struggle  stern,   but  each   twist   and   turn 

Saw   his   prospects   getting   bleaker. 
In  an  hour  or  more  he  was  close  in  shore 

And  undoubtedly  much   weaker. 
So   I    grabbed    my    net   and   prepared    to   get 

A  thrust   when   the   range  got   shorter; 
In  the  semi-dark  he  was  like  a  shark 

As  he   threshed   about   in   the   water. 


Then  I  made  a  dab  with  a  lightning  stab 

And  the   meshes  closed   around   him. 
But  I  have  to  state  that  with  all  his  weight 

A  terrific  lift  I  found  him. 
Oh,  the  net  it  sagged,  but  I  thought  him  bagged. 

And  was  ready  to  accost  him, 
When  he  struggled  anew  and  fell  right  through  — 

So  that  was  how  I  lost  him. 


An  owl   in   flight  got   a   fearful   fright 

At  my  frantic  fuming  figure. 
Then  I  turned  my  eyes  on  the  mocking  skies 

And  I  seemed  to  hear  a  snigger. 
But  in  time,  no  doubt,  I  will  catch  that  trout 

And  my   vengeance   \riH   be   gory  — 
That's  the   end  of  it  and  you  must  admit 

It's   a   pretty   fishy   story. 


The  Punters  If  — 
A  Respectful  Parody 

If  you  can  scheme  i\nd  not  make  schemes  \"our  master; 

If  you  can  gauge  the  merits  of  each  horse, 
Nor  by   your  brooding   face   express   disaster 

As  one  by  one  they  finish   down  the  course; 
If  you  can  study  weight  and  horse  and  rider. 

And   all   the   ins   and  outs  of   recent   form, 
Nor  cuise  when  you  discover  your  outsider 

Is  currently  a  favourite  rather  warm; 


If   you   are   there  when   information's   leaking 

From  horsey  gents  to  confidences  prone; 
If  you,   though  self  reliant,   still   are  seeking 

Advice   Irora  counsels  wiser   than  your  own: 
And  if  in  going   treacherous  and  muddy 

You  still  can  sift  the  horses  from  the  hacks. 
When  you've  devoted  weeks  of  earnest  study 

To   form   reports   from   firm  and   solid   tracks; 


If  when  upon  the  crowded   course   arriving 

Contrasting  views  assail  your  flapping  ears. 
You're  still  with  tips  from  horses'  mouths  contriving 

To   reconcile   your  preconceived    ideas: 
If  you  can  bear  tliat  moment  agonising 

When  all  protesting   nerves  are   highly   strung, 
And   yet  refrain  the   Judge  from  criticising 

Vv'hen  beaten  on  the  post  by  half  a  tongue; 


If  you  can  still  remain   an  inspiration 

To  doleful  friends  vvhose  luck  is  on  the  wane 
When  you  yourself  with  secret  consternation 

Have  watched  a  fiver  vanish  down   the  drain; 
When  day  is  done  and  you  ha\'e  run  the  gamut 

Of    disillusionment    in    races    run, 
Jf  you  still  swear  with  nothing  worse  than  dammit, 

You  ve  got  a  poor  vocabulary.  Son. 


It  Looks  Like  Rain 


Don't  tell  mc  that  it  looks  like  rpin  — 

My   nervous  tension  spare  it; 
Don't  bring  the  deluge  down  again — 

I    simply   couldn't   bear   it. 

For  troubles  are  in  store. 
If  wc  should  get  much  more. 
And  I  maintain  it  should  be  plain 

To  each   complacent  gloater, 
We  must  go  steady:  gone  already 

Is   half  cur  yearly  quota. 

The  Weather  Gods  who  ration  us 

(The   argument  it  clinches) 
Decree  our  annual  rainfall   thus: 

Just   twelve    to   fourteen    inches. 
And  we  in  stupid  fashion 
Are  hogging   up  the  ration. 
Now  we  have  got   (though  I'm  not  hot 

On  figures,  pray  remember; 
Six  inches  left   (my  reasoning's  deft) 

To  last  us  till  December. 

We  told  each  Innocent  who  trod 

That  Central's  really  sunny: 
But  now   they  think   it's  rather  odd. 

Peculiar,   if  not   funny. 

Their  puzzled  heads  "they  shake- 
It  must  be  a  mistake! 
They  mind  that  grey  and  sodden  day 

A   deluge   cast   a   damper. 
And   helter  skelter  seeking   shelter 

Did  each   camper  scamper. 

A  car  upon  a  mountain  road 

That   wound    into   a   valley 
Disgorged    its   straining    human   load  — 

They    didn't  shilly   shally. 

'Twas  left    (Im  not  mistaken) 
Alone,    though   not   forsaken. 
T'were  days  when  we'd  expect  to  see 

The  Ark  and  Mr.  Noah: 
They   did,   'mid  stones,   discover   bones 

Belonging  to  a  Moa! 

To   censure   generosity 

I'm  naturally  chary. 
But  thunderbolts,  it  seems  to  me, 

Are    quite    unnecessary! 
A  pity,   I  maintain. 
To  waste  such  lovely  rain. 
The   fact  remains  the  arid  plains 

To  muddied  flats  were   pasted: 
Each  mountain  rill  gushed  with  a  will 

And  most  of  it  was  wasted. 

It  rushed  in  torrents  to  the  sea— 

The   rain   we   so   desire 
(As  early  as  the  ninth  we'll  be 

Appreciably   drier); 

It  was  a   bitter  blow  — 
Our  ration's   running   low. 
Let's  not   forget  if  Winter's  wet 

There's  none  for  Spring  remaining: 
Consider,  pray,  before  you  say 

You   think   it  looks   like   raining. 


Our  Wretched  Clunate 

V/hen  the  Winter  5'.nov\-  is  F-K'wing 

And  \vc  shiver  in   the   hli-s:. 
We   iind   consolation,   knowing 

1  hat   it   surely   cannot  last. 
For  in  Sprnig  will  cocks  be  crowing. 

And  the  bees  will  start  (o  hum; 
But  at  present   it's   displeasing. 
For  we're  shivering   and   freezing. 
Sniffing,   coughing,   snorting,  sneezing. 

And    the   Winter's  yet  tc   cov^e. 

Local  prophets,  once  so  airy. 

Who  ochieved  a  nice  repute. 
Are  all  timorous  and  wary 

And  astonishingly  mute. 
Of  prediction  they   are  chary  — 

Now  they  won't  foretell  cur  fate; 
By   the   present   indications 
They've  suspended  operations. 
Shielding   tarnished  reputations 

In   a   non-committal  state. 

Oh,   the   frosts  will  soon  be  i;nappy. 

Though  it's  March  the  thirty-tirst; 
All   the  skaters   look  so  happy. 

They  are  hoping  for  the  worst. 
And   the  hardy  ski-ing   chappie 

Dreams  of  gleaming  mountain  tops: 
While  the  poor   tomato  grower 
Finds   his  spirits   sinking    lov.xr. 
Sees  the  r.nowiine  glint  and  glower 

At  his  unprotected  crops. 

Early   birds  are  now  migrating 

To  a  rather  warmer  spot; 
All   the   ducks   are   congregating 

And  expecting  to  be  shot. 
Frogs   are   sadly    ruminating 

And  can  scarcely  raise  a  croak; 
Even   hens  are  chicken   hearted 
Now  the  Autumn  hr.s  departed. 
And  the  motor  when  it's  started 

Likes  its  little  bit  of  choke. 

Easter   holidays   are    looming  — 

Let  us  hope  there'll  be  no  .'shocks; 
Lest  we  set  the  campers  fuming 

Wc  had  best  pull  up  our  socks 
For  this  climate  we've  been  booming. 

And  they  well  may  wonder  why; 
Let   us  gather  our  defences 
When  the  Easter  laish  commences. 
If  a  charge  of  false   pretences 

We   can   weather   b>    c'-.nd   by. 

This  was  written  on  a  Sunday 

As   I   shivered    in   my    cot: 
I  will  learn  my  lesson  one  day  — 

This  has  put  me  in  a  spot. 
For  the  weather  changed  on  Monday 

Which  completely   spoilt   the   plot: 
At  the   moment  I  am  fretting. 
For    I'm   sweltering    and   sweating  — 
By   a   paradox   upsetting 

It's    unconscionably    hot. 


The  Party  Line 

or 

Working,  Tkank 

Keilo,   Hellc,   Hello!    E.xchangc? 
That's   funny! 
What's  tills :'    Oh,  sorry— 
You're   working!   That's   strange! 
Those  folks  have   been   working   since 
Goodness  knows  \vhen^ — 
I'll   give   them   another   five   minutes, 
and  then    .    .    . 

Confound    it   all,    they're    'Acrlang    still! 
How  peeving! 
It  seems  1  must  try 
Some  finessing  and  skill; 
I'll  lift  the  receiver  and  ask  if  they're 

working  — 
Perhaps  that  will  shift    cm;  it's  bound 
to   be  irking. 

Hcoray!   It's  worked  — they've  rung  oil,  too  — 

Now   quickly  — 

Hullo    there!     Exchange? 
Number  sixty-eight  Q — 
You  don't  mean  to  say  they're  c:igac;ed 

for  the  present/ 
I've  waited  an  hour  and  it's  not  \  ery  pleasant! 

Great   Scott!   My   luck's   complclely   out  — 

How  putrid! 

Now  that  Smith   woman's  talking. 
For  ages  shell   spout; 

She'll  gabble  lor  hours  on  her  operations 
And  all  the  diseases  of  distant  relations. 

Well,  well,  well!    She's  stopped  at  last. 
I  wonder 

If  my  luck  v.'ill  be  in— 
But  I'll  have   to  work  fast! 
Hello   there.    Exchange?    Number  sixty- 
eight  Q — 
Oh,  wonder  of  wonders — the  lassie  said 
"  Through!   " 

Hello  there,  Mabel!    I've  tried  since  seven 

To  get  you; 

The  lines  been  engaged- 
It's   now  nearly  eleven! 
I'm  sure  that  this  waiting  is  bad  for  the 
soul^ 

*  *  !  and  *  *   !  the  line's  wanted  on  toll! 
Hello.    Hello.   Hello!     Exchange? 
Are  you  there? 
Number  sixty-eight  Q  — 
You  can't  raise   'em?  That's  strange! 
Oh,   please  try  again— but  what's  that 

you  said? 
Its  now  twelve  o'clock  and  you  think 
they're  in  bed! 


ve  Had  It 


I've   had   it! 
It's  really  nothing   new — • 
It  simply  means  Im  through; 

Expressive  of  a  browned-off  state, 

It  Rils  the  bill;  it's  grand;  it's  great- 
Again  I  say 

I've   had   it! 


I've  had   it! 
I   hear   it   all    day   long 
'Whenever  things  go  wrong: 

When  hope  is  low  and  courage  fails 

And  high  endeavour  naught  avails, 
Why   then   you   say 

You've    "  had   it!  " 


I've   had    it! 
For  now.  why,  Dash  it  All, 
It  really  starts  to  pall 

When   golfers    (that   expressive  clan) 

Disdain  the  lurid  speech  of  man 
And   merely   say, 

"  I've   had  it!   ' 


I've  had   it! 
A  rash   eccentric  who 
Would   take   another   view: 

He's  quite   a  stranger  in   the  roost 

Who  says  he's  "stonkered,"  "sunk"  or  "goosed, 
For  he  must  say, 

"  I've  had  it!  " 


I've  had   it! 
An  apt  and  potent  phrase 
In  many  varied  ways: 

When  Mary  Ann  has  Bob  refused. 

And  tells  him  that  she's  not  amused, 
He'll  sadly  say. 

"  I've  had  it!  " 


I've   had   it! 
Converselv.  Bob   might   say 
(Though   p'r'aps   it  wouldn't  pay), 

"  "The  maiden  who  can  not  contrive 

To  marry   ere   she's   forty-five 
In  many  ways 

Has  '  had  it!  '  " 


I've   had   it! 
It's  simple  and  concise 
And   quite   devoid   of  vice: 

But  still  I  feel  it's  overdone 

And  poor  old  Clarence  now  for  one 
Must  truly  say 

He's    "  had    it!  " 


The  Bold  Look 


All   men   who  take   the  dismal   view. 
Here's   hope  at   last— don't   look   so  blue! 
The  New  Look  now  is  not  so  new — 

It  soon  may  be  the  Old  Look. 
And  yet  to  give  our  sex  its  due 
Men  need  a  touch  of  glamour,  too— 
So   with   this   sober   end   in   view 

We'll   cultivate   the  Bold   Look. 


A  brave  New  World's  in  store  for  us  — 
The   accent   is   on   glamour   plus 
To  give   the   ego  impetus 

And   nullify   that   "  Old  "   Look; 
Sports  coats  of  grey  or  dingy  blue 
We  must  discard   for  something  new— 
The  velvet  specimens  on  view 

Are  samples  of  the  Bold  Look. 


Some  narrow-minded   folk  who  live 
Say   "  Bold's  "   a   feeble   adjective; 
They  pass  in  ciiilly  silence,  give 

The  addict  such  a  cold  look. 
Yet  foolish  he  who  solace  seeks 
In  acid   glance  or  ribald   shrieks  — 
Who'll    doubt    those   tight    exotic    breeks 

Possess  a  truly  "  bold  "  look! 


The  open  shirts  as  can  be  guessed 
Are   all   designed   to   focus   best 
Attraction   on   a   manly   chest — 

A  sort  of    "  Lo  Behold  "  look. 
In  shops  the  night  apparel  gleams 
In    many    lyric   colour   cclieincs. 
To  woo  repose   and   blissful   dreams 

Essential   to   a   Bold   Lcok. 


Yet.  Fellow  Men.  let's  realise 
Just   what  rhis   bolder  look  implies. 
A   new  demeanour   we'll   devise. 

A  kind  of  "  Knight  of  Old  "  look; 
For  guidance  we  must  turn  our  gaze 
Upon  the    nineties  naughty  days, 
When  Knight's   acquired   their   winning  ways 

Bv   virtue   of   the   Bold   Look. 


In    olden    days   Sir   Galahad 

Was  known  as  quite  a  dashing  lad, 

And   all   his  glances,  gay  or  glad. 

Possessed    a   well   controlled  look; 
His  mantle   then  must   fall  on  us — 
No  more  the  matter  111  discuss; 
Alone   as   boon  or   incubus 

Will  Time  adjudge  the  Bold  Look. 


Tke  Gay  Pedaller 

When  I  cast  my  cautious   feeler 
To  the  harried  motor  dealer. 

I  looked  the  fellow  squarely  in  the  eye; 
Ere  another  breath  I'd  taken 
I  was  shocked   and  I  was  shaken 

By   the   nature   of  his   vigorous   reply. 
Said  he.  "  The  truth  I'm  stating, 
I've  a  list  of  buyers  waiting 

Which  would  stretch   from  here  to  Lauder- 
Love  of  Mike! 
If  to  freedom   you  aspire 
And  conveyance  you  require. 

Then  the  thing  you'll  have  to  order 
Is   a   bike." 


Thus   incontinently   perished 
The   ambition  which   I   cherished 

To  possess  a  lively  bouncing  baby  car; 
But  wise  counsel  had  been  tendered  — 
As    the    dealer   recommended. 

I  invested  in  a  bike— Tarantara! 
Now  I   bless   my   early   schooling. 
When  by  dint  of  labour  gruelling. 

By   my   prowess  on   the   scooter 
And  the   trike 
I  excited  admiration—. 
Now    1    shed    more   perspiration 

Yet  undoubtedly  I'm  cuter 
On  a  bike. 


If  you  take  an  outing  daily 
You  will  see  me   pedalling  gaily. 

Smiling  kindly  on  the  motorists  I  pass; 
It  is  splendid  for  the  figure 
And  my   appetite   is  bigger— 

Now  I  find  the  daily  ration  all  too  sparse. 
But  I   pity  every   plodder, 
And   I    throw    a   lump   of  fodder 

When  I  pass  a  weary  hiker 
On    a    hike; 
For  I  travel   very   sweetly 
And  I'm  satislied  completely 

Just  to  be  a  happy  biker 
On  a  bike. 

I'm   content   to   be   a   pedaller  — 
I've  no  urge  to  be  a  meddler 

And  to  scan  a  motor's  intestinal  parts; 
Nor  with   gloomy   pessimism 
Probe  its  mystic  mechanism  — 

I'll  leave  the  poor  mechanic  to  his  arts. 
Any   breed  they   may   be   branded. 
Be  it  Hillman.  Chrysler.  Standard  — 

To   a   Singer  swear   allegiance 
If   you    like; 
As  for  me,  I  wield  a  spanner 
In   a   most  efficient  manner 

In    the    unforbidding    regions 
Of  a  bike. 


AutLLfnn  Days 

See  Nature's  pattern  now  unfold, 
In  mauve  and  red  and  fiery  gold. 

Down  and  down  in  silver  and   brown 
The  Autumn  leaves  are  falling; 
Caressing  turf  whereon  they  lie. 
Or  in   the  river  rushing   by, 

On   crested   verge;   on  swell   and   surge, 
Outswept  beyond  recalling, 
Flickering   magic   portraits  gleam 
In  pond  and  lake  and  languid  stream. 


Ah.  pray  reflect  av/hile,  and  pause 
As  Life  on  heedless  pathway  soars. 

Custom   to  weld   to  modes  impelled 

By   neither   rhyme   nor  reason; 
Full  soon  will  fleeting  wonders  fade, 
And  life  goes  on;   the  game  is  played^ — 
The  merry  call  of  bat  and  ball 

Is  silenced  for  a  season: 
The   twilight   lengthens   everywhere. 
And  football  murmurs  fill  the  air. 


And  changeless  yet,  the  patterns  show 
Through   Life's   eternal   ebb  and   flow — 

Each  has  its  place  in  time  or  space, 
Its  bounty  all  unbidden. 
Ah.    ponder   thus,    that  we   may   see 
That  Force  which  shapes  our  destiny 

Evoke  some  wraith  of  hope  and  faith, 
LInheeded  and  half  hidden: 
Some  lurking  measure  may   we   find 
Of  brief  content  and  peace  of  mind. 

When  Spring  again  in  virgin  green 
Surveys  anew  this  changing  scene. 

To  shyly  peep  and  slyly  creep 
In  fresh  awakening  wonder — ■ 
Let  her.  in  glory,  w-eave  her  spell. 
And   mark   her   wistful   beauties   well  — 

Yet  not   for  me   this  galaxy 

Can   my   allegiance   sunder; 
Let  wayward   fancy  freely  stray 
And   let   me  keep  my   Autumn   day. 
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